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one 


Author's Notes: 
| am still working on my Human Contraband fic. But the next chapter is on my laptop and l'm crazy tired and 
this is literally just a result of that. 


It was the same old same old. Same faces. Same place. Same bullshit from day to day. Dirty fucking houses, 
and dirtier people living on skid row in some nameless scuzzy town. Some people loved it. Most people born into 


it would tell you that it was home. That they were proud to have come from there. 


Personally, | couldn't stand the place. Between the town being so disgusting and the people being downright 
perturbed, there really wasn't much to love. 


| had one part time job, and an inability to get another or find more hours elsewhere. At least said part time 


job sometimes supplied food. Only sometimes. It wasn't very often 


Things were hard. For me. For everyone. The only way people could really get by, it seemed, is if they 
prostituted themselves or if they hocked drugs on the street corner. 


The only thing that made it bearable were the guys | was playing music with. | was their bassist. And if must 
say, we sound pretty okay. We don't have a lot of gigs yet. But we do play the occasional party or bar. We're 


mostly trying to write material right now. 


Yep. If it weren't for those guys, l'm not sure where I'd be. Probably back in Seattle.. Asking my mother to let 


me move back home.. But lets not dwell on that, shall we? 


There's one guy in particular that's really awesome. | have no other words for him, for he is awesome. He 


plays guitar in our band, and's helped me out a lot in the past. 


Let's not even mention the fact that he's absolutely stunning and has a winning personality with a dry sense of 


humour that | adore. 


He's a man of few words. Though every word he says is important. He's not quiet from a lack of things to say. 
He's quiet because he'd prefer to watch from the sidelines and quietly judge you without wasting words. 


He's talented, and amazingly so. People seem to always be in awe of our lead guitarist when he makes his 
guitar sing. But clearly they're missing the bigger picture. Yes, Saul pours immense amounts of emotion into 


his work. But so does Izzy. 


And such is the object of my affection. Izzy Stradlin Or at least, that's his stage name. While that's the name 
that most know him by, | also know him as Jeff. 


Now, | know you're all begging to question, "does he know about how much you admire him"? 

The plain and simple answer, my friends, is; fuck no. 

| would sooner throw myself under a moving bus than walk up to Stradlin and tell him | have feelings for him. 
Because that's another thing. 

Even though he stands inches shorter than me, and is a scrawny little shit, he would flatten me. For all my 
experience fighting in the streets, he has more. While | grew up in the suburbs of Seattle, he survived the 
streets of Hollywood alone for almost two years before Axl found him. Or so I'd been told Forget the fact that 
he carries a knife on him everywhere he goes, he could and most certainly would beat the everliving shit out 


of me if | tried to make a move. 


And so, | instead sit back and admire from a distance. Afterall, this is new to me too. I've never really had 


strong feelings toward other dudes. Man-crushes, sure. But nothing to this extent. 


| watched him from under my hair all through rehearsal. | needed a bandana. My hair wouldn't stop falling in 


my face and it was starting to annoy the fuck out of me. 


We took break around nine. Most of us lighting up cigarettes and scoping out our elixir of choice. Whether it 
was alcohol or a quick fix of coke. | took a swig of vodka and went back to my cigarette, moving to fix the 


Tuning on my guitar. 


| came out of my bubble when | felt a hand on my shoulder. Looking back, | saw Izzy. My heart leapt to my 


throat and | inwardly cursed myself. 
"Hey, what's up?" | asked, blowing my smoke away as | turned around to give him my full attention 


He handed me his hat. His floppy, black, wool cap that he always wore. | blinked at the offering in his hand and 
he cleared his throat. 


"Why don't you throw this on? | noticed you having issues with your hair." He chuckled softly, and | only just 


contained my blush. 
"Oh, uh... Thanks." | mumbled, taking the hat from him and looking it over. "You sure?" | asked. 


"Yup." He murmured, moving to light a cigarette. "You could use it more than me. Anyway." He trailed off and 


looked up as Axl returned to the group. 

"Anyway." | repeated, returning his nod and watching him go back to his guitar. 

| slowly tore my gaze down to the hat that sat on my lap. My heart was racing. | couldn't believe this. It was 
just a freaking hat. He'd given me his hat because I'm having a bad hair day and that's that | wasn't about to 


start overanalysing like a fucking twelve year old girl. Fuck 


Swallowing thickly, | pulled the cap on over my head and went back to my tuning. Imagining the feel of eyes 


upon me as we started practice again. 


Two 


Author's Notes: 
Second update out of three or four stories @__@ And now I'm off to work. It's coming up to mid-terms at 
school, so | might not have as frequent updates again, and | apologize. If I've got any fellow Canadians reading, 


Happy Thanksgiving, hope you have a great long weekend <3 


After practice, Izzy left. Immediately. He didn't even take his hat back. Meaning | was left having to return it to 
him. | knew where Izzy lived. Having been there a few times for practice and stuff. Stuff being drugs. Izzy 
dealt, and was really cool in the sense that he gave his close friends free shit. | considered it an honour that | 


got stuff free from him. It meant he trusted me. It meant he had me in the palm of his hand. Because if | did 


him wrong, he could just as easily stop the free flow of weed and coke. 


| walked up the steps of the building slowly, eyeing the people that lined the hallways and filtered in and out of 
apartments. A lot of them looked dirty. Not that | was in much better condition.. But at least my hair wasn't 
falling out. | swallowed dryly as | continued my way through the building. Anxiously fiddling with the hat on my 
head. | hadn't taken it off. | was somewhat reluctant to return it. Fuck | had it bad for him. 


But still it remained a secret. Speak no evil, Michael. See no evil. Hear no fucking evil. 


Not that | considered my feelings evil | wasn't especially religious, though | do believe in God. But the way | see 
it, if God was dumb enough to hate me for the way He made me, then | guess the path of the righteous 


really ain't for me. May Jesus save my immortal soul, and the Devil watch my back. 


It was with pause that | knocked on the door of Izzy's apartment. After finally reaching it, | was suddenly 
hesitant. What if he was busy? What if he was out? Maybe | should just hold on to the hat and bring it back 


to him on Saturday when we had band practice again. 


| pulled myself together right quick when the door opened before | could knock. Some girl, half naked was on 
her way out. Yelling over her shoulder before turning to glare at me. | was a bit bewildered to say the least. 
Even more so when | heard Izzy's calm and collected voice tell me to come in. Slowly, | stepped over the 
threshold, looking around as | walked in and yet again, surprised. There was broken glass all over the floor, and 


what looked like water. There were some flowers scattered too. 
"Watch your step, dude. We um, had a bit of an accident." 
| just kinda nodded. "I can see that.. Um. Can | ask what happened?" 


"You can ask, whether or not you get an answer is another story." He mumbled. | just looked at him and he 


sighed. "It was just a fight. She grabbed the flower vase and threw it at the wall” 


"The fuck did you do to piss her off so bad?" | asked, somewhat bewildered. 


"Called her by the wrong name." He said, lips curling into a smug smirk before he shook his head. "Nah, | 
refused to meet her parents." 


"One of those." | nodded solemnly, knowing exactly what had happened. It had happened one too many times on 
my own end. The thing that girls have a tendency to not understand is that wanna-be-rockstar-punks might 
be real cool to date.. But they aren't proper boyfriend material. Personally, | think I'm a rice enough guy. But if 
| were to walk in to some chick's parents’ house I'd probably get chased right back out with a shotgun pointed 
at my head. 


"So, anyway." Izzy drawled, casting a lazy glance over to me. "What's up? Or were you just stopping by for the 


show?" 


A blush rose to my cheeks and | scrambled to remember my reasons. "Oh. Shit. Sorry, um." | pulled his hat up 
and held it out, keeping my head bowed a bit to avoid his gaze. "You forgot to grab it after practice yesterday. 
| just wanted to bring it back and um.. Thank you.. Again’ 


Izzy's brow raised but he didn't take the hat. There was a pregnant pause and | was very, very unsure of 
myself in that moment. Eventually the silence was broken. Izzy stepped aside to provide a clear path into the 
apartment and gave me a small smile. 


"Why don't you come in, man? If you're not doing anything, | was just going to scrounge up some food, smoke a 


doob, and try to get some TV signal to watch a movie. Why don't we chill?" 


Even though | felt like | was drowning, | managed to agree. Pulling his hat over my head once again so | wouldn't 
forget it and so that my hands were free as | walked in He lead me out to his kitchen and showed me the 
disorganization of the tiny room. Back at my place, my kitchen was sanctuary and needed to be kept clean. But | 
could make do. There was something about the crazed mess that just spoke Izzy's name and made me forget 
the way | usually itched when | saw a messy kitchen Even though it was chaos, he knew where everything 


was. 

We found a box of noodles and a handful of dried spices. | did my best to make it better than lame-ass noodles 
with spices. Izzy watched with interest as | poured the last of his milk into it and mixed it up with some garlic 
and parm. 

"Man, | get paid this week" | said as | divvied up the noodles. "You should come grocery shopping with me." 


"Grocery shopping?" Izzy looked at me like I'd suggested we go see Poison or some shit. 


"Well, sort of. More like ‘pick up potato chips and booze' but you know." 


He chuckled, "Sure. Why the hell not?" He took a bite of his noodles and immediately looked up at me, squinting. 
"What?" 

"How the fuck did you do this?" 

"You literally watched me make it, dude." 


"Still" He practically groaned as he ate, making his way out to the living room and flicking the TV on. "Its 
fucking great. I'm going to kidnap you and fuckin’ chain you to my kitchen counter.” 


| couldn't help but blush at the other thoughts that came to mind with that statement. | nervously sat down 
next to him and ate quietly. We sat in silence, save the TV and Izzy's occasional laugh. | tried not to think too 
much, knowing that it would just get me nowhere but stuck in awkward. But as we sat together | couldn't help 
but focus on how warm he was. His soft skin brushing against mine every so often. His dark hair constantly 
drawing my eyes back to him. And when he finally fired up a joint for us to share, tried not to dwell on the 


feel of his fingers against mine. 


| couldn't believe | was crushing so fucking hard on him. But | was. Why, | couldn't specify. And | didn't want to 
dwell on it at all. If | thought it, | would say it. And | couldn't afford to fuck up the band's dynamic because | 


had a crush on the guitarist. 


But when | left later that evening, after having spent an entire day at Izzy's talking and hanging out until Slash 
had returned home, | forgot to do what | had initially gone there to do. | had gotten about halfway home when 
| realized | was still wearing Izzy's hat. When | turned around to try and give it back to him again, he just gave 
me some strange smile and told me to keep it. He said | needed it more than | did. | didnt know what he meant, 
but | wasn't sure what to think about the way it sounded like he knew something | didn't. | wasn't sure what to 
think of the butterflies that burst in my tummy either when he invited me to stay the night. | slept on the 
couch we had sat on earlier that day. My boots sat on the floor, my jacket and Izzy's hat lay overtop of me, 
and a blanket that smelled like cigarettes and cologne on top of that. | stared at the ceiling of Izzy and Saul's 
apartment, trying to wrap my head around it. Trying not to overthink it. We were just friends. Just two guys 
in a band. Just hanging out. | would not let my feelings fuck this up. 


Drowning myself in the smell of cologne that reminded me of Izzy, | rolled over on my side and eventually fell 


asleep. Dreams of all sorts filtering through my head as | even subconsciously tried not to focus on him 
| awoke some time in the early early morning to the sound of loud snoring and gasping breaths. My first 


thought was that someone was smothering the other with a pillow, until | heard a disgruntled Slash come 


staggering out to use the bathroom. 
"What the fuck is that?" | whispered at him. 


“Is Izzy." He grumbled, "Fuckin snorin’, chokin’, fuckin’ prick." He slipped into the bathroom and | tentatively got 


to my feet. | wandered vaguely toward the bedroom, following the noise that was apparently Izzy. 

Sure enough, it was him. Lying half-on, half-off the bed and snoring obscenely loud into the mattress. 
Occasionally there would be a pause in the snoring followed by a loud choking gasp and then more snoring. It 
was actually somewhat humourous. | went up to the edge of the bed and nudged him. 


"Hey, lz. Wake up. You're suffocating yourself, dude." 


He snorted before opening his eyes with a start. Looking up at me fearfully before relaxing. "What time's it?" 
He groaned. 


"Fuck if | know, but you're waking everyone up." | chuckled, sitting myself down next to his prone form: 
"Oh, shit." He yawned. "Sorry." 

"Don't worry about it, man. Can | ask what the fuck that is though?" 

He waved me off and sighed as he nuzzled his pillow. "Nothin important" He mumbled, looking up at me. 
"Would you be better off to lie on your back? | asked 


‘I'd be better off to be sitting up." He admitted, "But you can't sleep that way, and we don't have enough 


pillows." 

| hesitated at that. A thought slowly forming in my mind. "Wait here a second" | murmured, getting up and 
ambling back out to the living room to grab my jacket. Bringing it back, | wadded it up and handed it to Izzy. 
"You can shove that under your pillow, might help a bit" 


He looked at it blankly for a moment before looking up at me with a smile. 


"Thank you.” 


Three 


Author's Notes: 

The long awaited chapter three! I'm sorry it's been taking me so long to get chapters out guys. Exams next 
week and then I'm (sort of) free for break and should be able to get some sort of system back in place for 
writing things again! 


| was getting really sick of the sneaking around. It was getting harder and harder to deny my feelings for Izzy 
and it was actually starting to piss me off. | was becoming reclusive, irritable, and just plain nasty to be 
around. | was skipping out on rehearsals and drowning my misery of being stuck infatuated with my fucking 
guitarist in vodka. At least vodka wouldn't judge me for being the gayest piece of shit that ever lived. 


| still had Izzy's hat. He hadn't taken it back and | forgot to leave it when I'd left his place after staying the 
night those days ago. | was lying on the couch as | stared upwards, Izzy's hat in one hand and held above my 
head as | stared up at it, and my trusty friend in the other, resting the bottom of the bottle against the floor 


where it wouldn't slosh all over the place. 


It was fucking ridiculous really, | felt like the teenage girls | would laugh at the few times | ever went to 
school. Fucking swooning over a crush and crying because he didn’t love me back. It was disgusting. | took 
another swig from the bottle by my side and sighed pitifully, | lay the hat over my face and let the bottle slip 
from my grip. 


| had started to drift off when the sound of one of my windows creaking open startled me out of any hope of 
slumber. | jumped up, clutching my vodka bottle, that was now spilling vodka everywhere as | held it upside- 
down, as a weapon, ready to attack whoever was breaking into my house. Unfortunately, the hat had stayed on 


my face and | was staggering fucking drunk, so | probably looked like a complete retard. | heard a gasp of 
breath. 


"Duff, calm your shit and sit back down before you hurt someone." Izzy hissed as he climbed through the 


window. 
Shaking my head, | knocked the cap off and looked at him with a startled expression. "What the fuck, man?" 


"Was worried about you." He said, closing the window behind him and looking back to give me a cheeky grin. | 


could have creamed my pants. 
"So you climbed through my window?" 


"The door was locked and | didn't feel like knocking." He said, stretching a bit and cricking his back. 


| bit my lip and resisted the urge to look him over. | couldn't help but notice he was wearing my jacket though, 
| had wondered where it had gone. Apparently | never took it back those days ago. Kinda curious that he was 
wearing it though. 


"So you wanna explain why you're skipping out on the band to waste away in your booze-stained house?" He 


asked, coming ahead in and flopping down on the couch as | stared in disbelief. 


He raised a brow and | hesitantly sat down next to him on the couch. | dropped my now empty vodka bottle 
and began twiddling my thumbs in my anxiousness. "Just dealing with a lot of shit." | said meekly, hoping that 
he'd accept it. 


He didn't. 


"Duff, cut the crap. You're dealng with a lot of shit? What kind of shit? I'm fucking worried about you. THe 
rest of the guys are too, even if they won't fuckin’ admit it. Its been days Why are you fucking doing this to 


yourself?" 


My lip trembled and | struggled to keep it together. "W-well you're one to f-fucking talk." | snapped, earning a 
quizzical look. Guilt singed through me as | stood up and a sneer curled my lips. "Fuckin shootin’ dope to escape 
your ‘oh-so-secret-problems' and running away when things don't go the way you want them to." | referred 
to his habit to do that, during rehearsals, dinners, parties, whatever, he would silently slip away when he got 
uncomfortable. 


Izzy's nose wrinkled slightly. "Duff-—" 
"No! Fuck you. | have problems, | don't wanna talk about it, | just want to be left alone to drink in peace, okay?" 


| staggered toward my bedroom and Izzy caught me in the hallway, grabbing my wrist and turning me around 


so my back was against the wall. 


"Duff." He said softly, not drawing attention to the fact that | was crying like a fucking child, though he looked 


my face over slowly, searching my eyes for some kind of recognition. "What's wrong?" 


| snorted pathetically as | tried to breathe, snivelling as | looked anywhere but at him. "You don't want to know." 


| muttered. 


His touch was weirdly soft as he brought one hand up my arm and moved it over so he could cup my chin in 
his hand and make me look at him. "Try me." 


Thats the problem. | thought bitterly. / wish / could 


My lip trembled again and when | spoke, it was with such venom | honestly think | scared Izzy. Or maybe my 
confession was really just that disgusting. 


‘lim fuckin’ queer, okay? A fuckin’ fairy. Gay. Fuckin’ trippin’ on rainbows nv shit. Happy?" | growled. 

Izzy's eyes widened a bit, but his shoulder‘s drooped as he relaxed, his hold on my arms becoming slack. 
‘Is that all?" He asked, making me do a double-take. 

"What do you mean, ‘is that all'?" 


He laughed a little, his thumb brushing against my cheek. "Don't get me wrong, you're tough as fuck, but | 
could smell the gay from a mile away. Your fuckin’ skinhead bullshit when you first moved down here was the 


first example." He smirked and | trembled. "Besides, | am too. Sort of" 


| jumped as though he'd burned me. "What?! | asked, voice raising a few octaves as | regarded him with wide 
eyes. 


"Swear to God." He said, giving me a curious glance. "Sex is sex as sex is sex." He said, "I take what | get, l'm 


not picky." 


| stared at him a moment, taking it all in and trying not to lose my mind. I'm not too sure if it was all the 
booze swimming through my stomach and liver, or if it was his blatant acceptance that made me do it.. But 
after a few moments of me trying to collect my thoughts, | pushed against his hold and pressed my lips to 


his, catching him in an open mouthed kiss in his surprise. 


| whined in my throat when | felt his tongue against mine, his fingers trailing up my arms and eventually into 
my hair and causing a chill to run up my spine. | had craved this for so long. Wanted it. Wanted him. His touch, 


his love.. 


Too bad it was just a dream. 


| woke up choking on my own tears, gasping and coughing. | looked around frantically and realized that | was 
lying on the couch in my house. | was alone, and my bottle of vodka that had been resting under my armpit 
next to me in the back of the couch had finally fallen over and spilled over my face, the actual cause of my 


waking. 


| was alone and that thought alone was enough to cause me to break down into harrowing sobs. | sniffled and 
cried and did nothing to try and quieten my sadness. The reality was that | had been avoiding the band for 
days. The reality was that | couldn't just accept my feelings and move on. They were too strong. And | felt 
disgusting for it. The reality was that | was isolating myself and causing my own strife, though | couldn't own 


up to it. 

| only made move to shut myself up when | heard a knock on the door. It was probably around two or three in 
the morning, so | had no idea who'd be visiting, but | managed to swallow my cries and turn them into sniffles 
that | could pass of as a cold if it came down to it. Wiping my eyes, | hesitantly went to go to the door, arms 
going out to help me balance when | nearly went ass-over-tea-kettle upon standing. | was fucked The only time 
| hadn't been drinking was when | was sleeping, and | rarely slept. 


"C-coming!" | called, finally making it over and managing to turn the deadbolt with shaking hands. 


| opened the door and staggered back when | saw Izzy standing on the front porch, a vague smile on his face 


as he looked me over. 

"You're alivel" He exclaimed, stepping forward and throwing his arms around me. | vaguely realized he was 
wearing my jacket that I'd left behind at his place a few weeks ago, an awful sense of Deja Vu hitting me as 
Izzy finally pulled back to look me over. 

"You're here?" | choked 

He nodded quickly, shuffling his feet and stuffing his hands into his pockets. "Yeah, man. | was in the 
neighbourhood." He looked to the ground, "Thought about you." He mumbled. "Man, can | come in? I've been 


fucking worried about you. Its been weeks since you've been to a fuckin’ rehearsal." 


Lip trembling, | nodded and stepped aside. Izzy came in and promptly brought me into another embrace. | didn't 
understand why he was being so touchy-feely, but honestly, | didn't mind. It was warming my numb state. 


"You smell like booze." He muttered, kicking the door shut and looking up at me with a concerned expression 
"My vodka fell on my face." | slurred. 

He looked me over, brows furrowed slightly. "You look like shit, man.. You wanna sit down?" 

| nodded wearily and with a small sigh, Izzy helped move me to the kitchen table once | explained that the 
couch was wet. | watched Izzy go about figuring out my coffee maker and gave him a small smile when he 


pulled up a chair alongside me. 


"So what were you doing at this side of town?" | asked, looking up at him as | rest the side of my head against 
the table. 


He hesitated. "Oh, just, um.. Hanging out." 


"Were you selling?” 


He shook his head, sighing and squirming uncomfortably. He looked away a moment before looking back to me. 
"To be honest | wasn't out here at all" He said. "I walked from my place. | was fuckin’ worried about you, man 
We've all been" He spoke quietly, as if afraid of being heard. 

"You fuckin’ walked from your place? That's like." 

"A two hour walk, yeah" He stared at the table as though fascinated. "| wanted to make sure you were okay.’ 
Really? 

Was this fucking real? 

Was | still dreaming? 

| looked at him with interest and he rewarded me with a small smile before getting up to grab some coffee 
when the coffee maker seemed to be almost done. He poured two mugs and set one of them down in front of 
me. 

"And are you okay?" He asked knowingly. 

| shrugged. 

"Duff?" 

"Yeah." 


"Duff, you're crying." Izzy sighed, scooting his chair closer to mine. 


| sniffed and wiped my eyes. "What do you care? You're not even really here. I'm probably fucking dreaming. 
You don't care about me." | muttered pathetically. 


"Christ." Izzy murmured, wrapping an arm around me. "How much have you had to drink? I'm actually here, 
man. | walked two fuckin’ hours to check up on you because | couldn't fucking sleep | was so worried. None of 


us have seen you since the day after you were at my place." 


| sniffled and sobbed and collapsed my face into arms that were folded on top of the table. | was still in denial. 
There was no way this was real. But as | felt Izzy's hand smoothing over my back and felt fingers combing 

through my hair, | wished so badly that it was real. It actually hurt how badly | wanted it to be true. | wanted 
him to care, but not just care. | wanted him to care about me and care about me the way | cared about him. 


But Izzy wasn't gay. No no. He fucked chicks and that was /t 


But his head resting on mine felt nice as | cried myself back to sleep. 


Four 


When | awoke, it was to the feeling of weight on my head. At first | thought it was from how much I'd drank 
last night. Then | realized that it was because Izzy had fallen asleep on top of me. | held my breath as that 
realization flooded me. My eyes had grown wide as | stared straight ahead and tried oh so desperately not to 
lose myself to the warmth around me. 

It had been real. Izzy really had come over last night. 


| took a choking gasp in when my lungs screamed. 


Izzy snorted and woke with a start as my shoulders naturally heaved. He blinked sleepily at me a moment 


before a lazy smile took over his face. 

"Hey, man.. You sleep well?" He asked, suppressing a yawn as he stretched a little. 
| just stared at him, completely baffled. 

"You okay?" He asked, giving me a quizzical look. 

"Y-you're actually here!" | spluttered and Izzy's lips quirked 


"Yeah. I'm really here. You must have been completely fuckin’ shitfaced last night.. Shit." He chuckled, patting 
my knee before he pushed himself up and stretched himself out. 


| couldn't help but have my attention drawn to the sliver of bared skin when his shirt rode up. The little trail 
of hair that traveled from below his navel drew my eyes to places they shouldn't have gone and | swear | saw 
him look at me and grin. 

"You want a coffee, man? What about something to eat? l'm sure | can make something without burning it. | 
mean, you go the full master chef set-up in here." He chuckled, tugging his shirt down and rolling his 
shoulders. 


| blinked and pulled my gaze to the table. 


"S-sure.." | murmured, unable to look up at him as | blushed. "l.. | uh, | got cereal somewhere in the cupboard 


and milk in the fridge..." 


"Perfect!" Izzy exclaimed, patting my back as he went to search my cupboards. "Kinda hard to burn cold 
cereal." He laughed softly, rooting around for a bit before finally pulling out the box. 


"l-lzzy?" | asked, finally managing to find my voice. He peeked back at me from the cupboard, a brow raised. 


"W-what are you doing?" 
"Getting you your cereal, dumbass. What's it look like?" 


My lip trembled. "N-no. | mean.. What are you doing? Why are you even here? Why did you come? Why did 
you.. Why did you stay?" 


He looked me over slowly and | could feel myself shaking. | wanted to shrink down to two-fucking-inches and 
never look back. | couldn't help but feel like there was something warm in his gaze though. Even if | was 
imagining it. 

"Because." He said slowly, setting the box of cereal down and turning to face me. He chewed at his bottom lip. 
"Because | was worried about you." He said softly. "I thought I'd done something to piss you off, to be honest. | 
mean, you were acting all weird during the last rehearsal you were at and then nobody heard from you since. 
And.. You at least said goodbye to the other guys.. You didn't even fuckin’ look at me that day." Izzy's nose 
wrinkled and an odd frown overtook his face. | couldn't help but find it endearing. "| thought you were pissed off 
at me or something and that.. Well, it kind of bugged me." He shrugged, gaze reaching the floor. 


| looked at him with wide eyes, unable to believe such an admission. | was right back to doubting, but perhaps 
it was rightfully so. | puckered my lips in a perplexed expression. 


"The possibility of me being pissed off at you is what made you walk two fucking hours?" | asked. 

He sighed, scratching his head. "Yeah, sort of." He seemed to mull something over before looking up at me. His 
gaze traveled slowly over me and | was left, once again, feeling exposed. "Look, can | tell you something without 
you getting pissed at me if you aren't already?" 


Hesitantly, | nodded. 


"The idea of you being pissed off at me scares me." He said uncertainly. "| dunno, man. | just like you. Want 


things to be okay between us 

My lip trembled. "L-like me?" | squeaked, internally cursing at the hopefulness in my thoughts 

My eyes nearly bugged out of their sockets at his response. 

"Yeah. |. Uh.. I like you, man. | thought that was kind of obvious, really. | gave you my favourite fuckin’ hat 
"Is that why you just wouldn't take it the fuck back?" | asked, a sort of awe coming over me. 

"Hts a fuckin’ gift, man You're not supposed to give it back" 


| swallowed thickly before staggering to my feet. My knees shook as | walked up to him. He looked up at me 


with an oddly serene expression My heart was racing a mile a minute as | made myself stand toe-to-toe with 


him. | wasn't sure how long we stood in silence, staring at each other, but Izzy was the one to break it. 


"Move it. You want a coffee or not?" He joked as he finally moved to push past me and get at the coffee 


maker. 


| watched in shocked silence as he comfortably went about making the pot of coffee and eventually made his 
way back over to where | still stood. He got right in my personal space as he reached to grab the box of 
cereal from the counter, giving me a wink before he went to pull away. | nearly choked on my spit, eyes wide 


as | watched him grab the milk from the fridge, grab a bowl from the cupboard, and settle down at the table. 


| had no idea what the fuck was happening. But hell if | didn't like it: 
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| had officially come to the conclusion that Izzy was frying to ruin my life. | felt like he was leading me on, but 
he was so fucking cryptic that | just couldn't crack the case of whether or not he was actually into me. | 
mean, | was still going off the assumption that he wasn't, because I'd rather be lonely than make a fool of 


myself and wind up completely alone. 


He was spending significantly more time with me, anyway. We'd often stick around the rehearsal space after 
practices and just chill out until it got dark, then I'd either drive him home, to the bar (at which | would stay 
too), or back to my place where he'd get cozy and stay the night. Like, we had this shit down to a science. To 
the point that | had started finding his clothes in my laundry even when he wasn't at my place. | wanted to ask 
him about it. In fact, | had asked him about it. But every time he just gave this little smirk as he glanced me 


over before turning his attention away from me. 


| was so confused. But | let it continue for weeks. It was just enough to feed the beast and keep my stupid 
mushy feelings at bay, just enough pain to remind me not to get too wrapped up in it.. But it wasn't doing me 
any favours in the sack. | was so fucking frustrated | was ready to start humping the fucking couch. 


Instead | gave away a gram of blow and got blown It was all | could get and even then it wasn't worth it 
because | got off and immediately thought of Izzy. Not even in a sexual way, just in the way that | wish it had 
been him so we could hold each other after. 

| was fucking pathetic. 

| made the slow trek home from this girls place, a cool wind biting through me since | still didnt have my 
jacket. Izzy had just kept it. | didn't know what to make of that, but i didn't dare ask him. Instead, | had stolen 
one of his vests and wore it over a white button up. It was all i could find that was halfways warm, but even 


then it was cold as fuck. 


| rubbed my arms as | walked, trying to find even a little more warmth. | was so lost in thought | didn't even 
notice when someone started walking beside me until they poked me in the ribs. 


| made a soft noise of surprise and looked over, blinking at Izzy and wondering where he came from. He grinned. 


"What are the chances?" He asked, looking me over. "I was just thinking about you." 


| blushed and said something real intelligent like, "Yeah?" 


He nodded, bringing something up from beside him. "Yeah. This is for you." He said, holding up a bag of stuff. | 


think it was groceries. 
Izzy confirmed, "| was wondering if you wanted to come over tonight?" He asked, "I want to make supper, but | 
don't know how to cook" He gave me a shy smile. "Slash is gone to his girlfriends, so we can hang out, or 


whatever.. | mean, if you don't have plans.” 


| looked in the bag and saw ground beef wrapped in brown paper, spaghetti noodles and a bunch of other little 
things. 


"Spaghetti and meatballs?" | asked. 
‘| called my mom for the recipe." He said somewhat sheepishly, "All | understood was the ingredient list.” 


"So you want me to come over and cook for you." | didn't mean for it to sound so flat, but it did. Izzy looked 
surprised. 


‘| want you to come over and spend some time with me." He said honestly, making my heart throb at his 
choice of words. "The food thing is just an extra bonus. If you don't wanna do it, Ill order pizza or something 
and get Axl to help me make spaghetti some other day, seeing as he knows the basics of using a fucking 


stove." 


| shrugged, trying not to let on to how fucking much | wanted to go. | tried to be indifferent, but | think | just 


came off as a bit of an asshole. 

"| guess | can come over." | said flatly. 

Izzy looked really really put out, his shoulders slumped and a sort of slight sadness crept into his usual neutral 
expression. | felt like the biggest turd on earth. | wanted to take him into my arms and kiss his eyelids and 
fucking make that sad face go away. 

But | didn't. 

"Look, if you have plans." Izzy started. 

‘| don't." | said weakly. 


"Or if you just don't feel like coming over..." 


"| do." My voice sounded strained. 


Izzy looked to me, confused. "Then what's the problem?" He asked. 
| shook my head and shoved my hands in my pockets to feel around for my smokes. Finding them, | procured 
the case and stuck one of the cigarettes between my lips. Pulling my lighter out, | lit up and waited for the 


drags of nicotine to calm me down. 


What was the problem, anyway? | wanted to spend time with him.. But | was scared of my feelings. | was 
scared of loving him. | was scared of coming out to him and having him reject me. 


| took another drag on my smoke and childishly shrugged, almost pouting. 
"| dunno, man. | just... | dunno." 

Izzy's lower lip jut out. "Well do you wanna come over?" He asked. 
"Yeah." | said sullenly. 

"Want me to just order takeout?" He asked, "Seriously, is something up?" 


| shook my head, putting a hand to my face as | felt stupid tears spring to my eyes. My cigarette trembled 
between my lips and | thought for a minute that I'd lose it. 


A hand on my arm shook me to reality. 


"Duff." Izzy spoke softly as he gently pulled me into a litle alleyway. "Duff, talk to me. What's been going on? 
You've been giving me the cold shoulder lately." He paused, "Is it because my snoring's too loud?" He asked, a 
hint of teasing to his voice. 


| barked a laugh. My cigarette stuck to my lip and a couple stray tears escaped my eyes, but | shook my head. 
"Then what's the problem?" 


| couldn't even answer him, so overwhelmed with all the feelings tearing through me. | could feel his warm 
gaze on me and his hand still on my arm. | flicked my smoke away with my tongue, anxiously licking my lips and 
daring to look up at him. The concern in his eyes frightened me for a moment, but only for a moment. Looking 
to his face, | was more alarmed by the rush of emotion that washed over me. In a spur of the moment 
decision, | closed the small distance between us and pressed my lips to his. My heart hammered in my chest, a 
loud throbbing that I'm surprised he couldn't hear. His grip on my arm tightened and for the longest time 
there was no other reaction than that. 


After what felt like hours, but was surely less than a few seconds, he returned the kiss. His lips moved 
against mine, soft and slow, calming my heartbeat, but no doubt causing it to skip a litte. 


| felt his hand crawl up my arm and come to cup my face. His thumb stroked over my cheek and sparked me 
to realize what was really happening. He was into it. He was into me. His tongue was sweeping over my bottom 
lip. My lungs were screaming for air, but all that mattered was him. Izzy. 

| pulled away, a blush forming on my cheeks. He just smiled a little and kissed my forehead. 

"That what's wrong?" He asked softly. 

| nodded. 

He fluffed a hand through my hair. 

| sighed like a teenage girl. 

Laughing, Izzy tucked a stray bit of hair behind my ear and looked me over. He shook his head a little before 
standing straight again. "Now that we've cleared the air. You wanna come over and hang out over dinner? I'll 
help where | can" 

Tightening my grip on the grocery bags and unable to wipe the smile from my face, | nodded. 

"Yeah." 


His hand crept back down my arm and brushed over my own hand, his fingertips briefly playing with mine. 


“Then let's go." 
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"So." | started, stirring sauce as | went, not quite sure how | wanted to word my question | felt Izzy's gaze on 


me though and it made me think quickly. "Why the sudden urge for spaghetti and meatballs anyway?" 


| was surprised by the way Izzy blushed and bashfully rubbed at the back of his neck. He chuckled a bit and 


came up next to me to stir the boiling spaghetti noodles. Coughing shortly, he finally gave a mumbled answer. 
"Thought it was a more proper gesture than ramen noodles again" 
"Huh?" 


He huffed and hitched his thumbs in his pockets before stepping back from the stove and reaching for a 


smoke from his pack. 


| had this big plan that | was going to invite you over for dinner and | was gonna make this fancy ass shit and 
then I'd like, do the classy thing of wine-ing and dining you before making the big move-- then | realized | 


couldn't cook to save my life and all my plans went to shit" 

| could feel my cheeks getting hot as he spoke, my chest constricted as | peeked up to see him smoking, that 
cool artifice he usually put on broken down by a human emotion. It was relieving and almost comforting. My 
deity of a crush was still human no matter how unaffected he usually seemed. | chewed at my lip as | 


thought, soon after daring to open my free arm up to him. 


| almost died when he noticed, smiled, and came to cuddle into my side. My heart raced and my brain seemed 


to malfunction for a minute as | felt him breathing easy next to me. 


"Man, you don't have to be so nervous." He murmured, looking up at me from where the side of his face was 


smushed into my chest. "It's fine." 


| blushed a bit when | realized that he was listening to my racing heart beat. | willed it to slow, but 
unfortunately it didn't work. | choked on a cough and went back to focussing on stirring the sauce. 


"But why?" | managed to ask after several minutes of seemingly awkward silence. 


"Why what?" 


| felt the gears churning in my head, scrambling to come up with an explanation for what | meant. | felt like | 
was short circuting though, his closeness causing me to shut down and lose all basic motor skills beyond 


stirring spaghetti sauce. 


"Why have me over for dinner?" | asked, feeling dumb and as red as the very sauce | was stirring. My ears 


burned and my brows furrowed as | tried to retain even a shred of my dignity. 


Izzy seemed genuinely confused for a minute, pulling away as though | had threatened to hurt him. He looked 
away almost bashfully and that was the first | dared to look at him. He looked tired, exhausted even. But the 
conflicting emotions in his face were what really sealed it. | found myself transfixed but also unable to stare. It 
was too much. Where Izzy was usually deemed the heartless dopehead with no feelings, | finally realized that it 
was all a front. Be wore a mask because without it all the raw ends and sensitive nerves were bared. Raw 


emotion dripped from him and he still tried to hide it with his hunched shoulders and hidden gaze. 


| didn’t understand why my words had warrented such a response, but as lzzy spoke, | found myself lost in his 


honesty. 


"IFs like | told you before," he said. "I like you. But | mean, if you don't feel the same or if this is weird or 


whatever--" 


| cut him off with a slow move to feel his hand with my own trembling fingers. He looked up, his brows 
furrowed and his lips parted in a cute little ‘o’. 


| flicked the heat off on the element and pulled the sauce away before turning around properly and taking both 


Izzy's hands in my own. 


Had he been suffering the same way | had? While | found it hard to believe that he was actually interested in 


me, | was pleasantly surprised by the way his eyes lit up when our gazes met. 
| thought | told you that.." He muttered, looking away for a minute. 


"| didn't realize that was what you meant." | said honestly, feeling very stupid for having missed any signals 
Izzy had been throwing my way. 


‘Of course that was what | meant" He frowned, suddenly looking back at me. "What, you think | was just 
confirming | liked you as a friend? No. | like you. You're pretty chill n shit and | thought we had already 
established this with our nights out n stuff." 


"Oh." Was all | could manage to say. My illusion of suffering was crashing down around me as | realized that it 


had been needless. 


"Yeah, oh." Izzy huffed, looking away again before loosing a short laugh that was followed by a sigh. "So much 


for a soppy romantic dinner." He murmured, pulling one of his hands away so he could run his forehead and 


finish his smoke. “Are hints usually lost on you McKagan?" 
| inwardly cringed, feeling awful for fucking this up. | hadn't realized.. 
‘Subtlety is apparently." | managed to mutter, looking away as Izzy squinted up at me. 


He shuffled closer until | had my back pressed against the oven | had no choice but to look at him, his eyes 
shining oddly in the dull incandescent kitchen lighting. | watched him with wide eyes, nervous and still excited. His 
elegant fingers reached for the waistband of my jeans and pulled me close enough that our bodies pressed 
together. When his lips met mine, however, | started to scream internally. This time | really was short 


circuiting. 


His lips moved against mine and his hands slid up my body until they fisted in my hair. He bit down lightly on 
my lip and tried to coax me into returning the kiss. | couldn't breathe. It felt like a panic attack but sweeter as 
all the air in my lungs hissed out in shallow puffs of breath. He inched slightly closer as if trying to crawl on 
top of me. | had to throw my hands back to catch myself as he kept it up, his actions getting progressively 


needier as | began to get into it. 

| pulled away suddenly, a sharp heated pain shooting across my hand and straight through my arm. Izzy jolted, 
wondering what had happened and watching with wide eyes as | cranked the heat down on the boiling spaghetti 

noodles, which had boiled over onto my hand and caused the break, before rushing to the sink to run the burn 


under cold water. 


"Oh my God, Duff, are you okay?" Izzy had snapped out of his trance and rushed over to try and help me. "I'm 
sorry, | forgot it was still on. Fuck" 


| just grinned as | kept my hand under water, peeking back at him and no doubt looking crazy. He looked so 
stressed, but he perked up a little when he saw me smiling away. 


"Duff..?" 


"l'm fine" | murmured, looking at my reddened hand before looking back to Izzy. He looked doubtful. "Really. Its 
not a big deal." 


Izzy looked away. 
"Hey Iz?" 
He peeked in my direction. 


"Thanks for not being subtle. It was hot." 


His lips twisted as he tried not to smile, caught between disgusted at my shitty joke and actually amused. He 


punched my arm as he came closer, soon after wrapping his arms around me and sighing. 
"Sorry... He muttered. 
"What for?" 


"For getting your hand burned for one.." He looked up at me, "For being such a wreck about this. I've had a 


crush on you for a while. Never thought you'd feel the same way." 
"Really?" | turned the cold water off, standing there instead with my dry hand on Izzy's shoulder. 


"Yeah. | never knew how to bring if up. Then we started hanging out more and more and | just kinda got caught 


up in it. | thought you were on the same level for a while." 
"Oh." 
He chuckled softly, nuzzling at my chest and sighing again 


"Yeah, oh." 


We left if at that as we got back to finishing up the preparation of our dinner, eventually sitting down to eat 
and sharing off one platter, occasionally feeding each other small and carefully filled forkfuls. | was over the 


fucking moon, elated. l'm sure Izzy was the same way, a gentle smile curling his lips for most the night. 


While I'd like to say that our night ended on a super romantic bathtime followed by slow fucking with George 
Michael playing in the background, it didn't. We didn't even share a bed, really. Instead we went out and walked 
to the movie rental place, rented some dumbass horror movies, went to the liquor store and got ourselves 
some sleeves of shitty boxed wine and went back to Izzy's place to eventually pass out on the couch together 


around four in the morning. 


It was perfect. 
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"Y'know, this would be a helluva lot easier if those guys would actually help." | muttered, straining by the end 


as | hauled up some kinda concrete mass. 

Izzy didn't look too troubled, a cigarette between his lips as he stepped carefully through the piles of lumber 
and insulation bales. Steven was already on his way over to the truck with a load of shit. | looked back to Izzy 
to see that he'd closed a significant distance between us. He grinned at me when he caught my gaze in the low 


light. 


"Yeah, maybe." He mused, "But you know that would never happen. Besides, they were nice enough t try and 


sleaze us all some supper. The least we can do is get their digs set up." 


My lips quirked a bit at that as | looked down at the boards | was standing on, Izzy's presence setting 
butterflies to flight in my stomach and turning me shy. 


"| suppose." | murmured, trying not to get too worked up. 


"Think of it this way-" Izzy mused, closing the distance between us and forcing me to meet his gaze. "--At 
least we get some time to have some fun before the day's out” 


"Fun?" | laughed, "This is your definition of fun?" 


"Well | mean, it ain't the most romantic of venues, but think. Two crooks meet in the moonlight. They go about 


their work not expecting it to be any different than before.. But then.. They find amor." 


| loosed a low whistle, amused by his antics. "You shoulda been a writer." | mused, "Write scripts for movies or 


some shit." 
He smirked as he nudged me. "But if | did that | wouldn't've met you." He purred. 
| had to admit, | went a little weak in the knees before | got a grip on myself and nudged him back. 


"You're such a romantic." | teased, welcoming the way he smiled at me. 


"Hey! Grab an extra few two-by-fours there!" Steven called, already on his way up the piles of shit to grab 


another armful of supplies and breaking up mine and Izzy's little moment. 


Supplies, | thought. That was what we had come to get. Supplies. Building supplies to be exact. We were putting 
in a little addition to Slash and Axl's latest pad Since their landlords had crapped out on them for the partying 
and drugging that had been going on at each of their respective apartments, the two of them had resorted to 
crashing between girlfriends’ and our, uh, rehearsal spot. Our rehearsal spot being a storage unit, it wasn't 
exactly set up for living in. We were, at that moment, borrowing some building supplies from a nearby 


construction site after hours. 


| hopped off my chip board pedestal and heaved up as many boards as | could carry from the nearest pile. 
Izzy had gone and started poking around inside the framed walls of the building but | wasn't entirely sure what 
he was looking for until he came out with a bucket of nails and a hammer that had been left behind. 


"Nice to see you puttin’ your back into this, Stradlin" Steven taunted as both he and Izzy came back to the 
truck. 


Izzy's lips quirked into a bit of a sneer. "Yeah well what'd you have done if you got back to the unit and 
realized you had all the fuckin’ boards and nothin’ to hold them together with, huh? Sometimes brains win out, 


dumbass." 


| unceremoniously dropped my armful of lumber when Steven's jaw set, noticing the way his hands clenched 


into loose fists. The noise served as enough of a distraction at least, keeping both guys' tempers in check. 
"Is that everything then?" | asked, hoping to steer away from a brawl. 


Steven shook his head and reached for his pack of cigarettes. "Yeah, think so. Anything else we need we can 


come back for tomorrow night. | wanna get some fucking sleep anyway.’ 


"Yeah, me too." | muttered, running a hand through my hair and gladly taking a smoke when Steven offered me 


his pack. 


"And as a third vote, yes, let's get the fuck outta here." Izzy said, already climbing up to get into the box of 


the truck. "Besides, we, uh, might not wanna linger too much longer." 


Steve and | both cast him a curious glance at that. Izzy barely even lifted his head, he just got out his own 
cigarette and lit it as he got as comfortable as possible with all the stuff. As Steven and | slowly made our 
way to get in the truck, we both kept a wary eye out, now on edge from Izzy's statement. Was there someone 


watching us? 


| tried to put the thought outta my head as | started up the truck, choosing to turn the radio on and listen to 
it as we pulled out of the site. My fingers tapped anxiously on the wheel when | noticed a black car pull out of 
a nearby parking spot and start tailing us. | decided to take a detour, just to see if the car was in fact 


following us. It didn't look like a cop, but still 

"Think we're slammed?" Steven asked as he watched my other mirror. 

"| don't know." | admit, looking over my shoulder to check on Izzy before | took a right turn 

“There's no lights on the roof." Steven said, also looking over his shoulder, "And | ain't seein’ any in the window.’ 
"You can't see shit in the window." | grumbled, "It's too dark to tell” 


| looked at Izzy in the rear view once again. He was watching the following car with an unreadable expression, 
he didn't seem too perturbed, though he did look a bit uncomfortable when the boards bounced around a bit. | 
looked to the road again, trying not to let anxiety get the best of me. 


"|... lm gonna pull over." | stammered, very much aware of the way Steven gawked. "| mean, if it's coincidence 


they'll keep going, right?" 
"Yeah but if its a cop we might get arrested." 


| took a shaky breath, wiping my nose with my thumb and trying not to hyperventilate. | had to stay calm. 
Things like this had happened before.. Sorta. I'd been pulled over by the fuzz before. Everything'd be fine. I'd 
resort to lying if | had to. | worked on the site and I'd forgot my shit so | went to pick it up. | flicked my turn- 
signal on and tried to ignore Stevie's anxious shifting next to me. | pulled into a gas station, parking around the 


side and trying to focus on anything but my racing heart as the black car pulled in behind us. 


| heard a car door open and shut before | heard some muffled talking, presumably Izzy and whoever had been 
driving the black car. Steven had already got out too, the slamming door rattling me far more than it probably 
should have. | swallowed thickly and tried to get a grip on myself. | lit up a smoke and did a quick check to 


make sure all mine and Steven's liquor bottles were stashed. 
| jumped when there came a knock on my window. | looked up with wide eyes and was somewhat surprised to 
see Izzy looking down at me with a bit of a smile. | hesitantly rolled my window down, hoping Izzy would take it 


as invitation to tell me what was up. 


"IFs just Kelly and the gang." He said, sounding particularly soft. He must have been able to tell that | was on 
edge. "Just goofin' off." 


| tried not to jump again when a flashlight started to blind me. A tall, but notably blurred from the light, 


figure came into view. 
"Well lookie, lookie here. What've we got? Have you been drinkin’ tonight, sir?" 


| waved off the flashlight as the figure got closer and the light brighter. 


"Fuck of fl" 


There came a series of giggles but | heard a hushed tone telling the group of guys to lay off and let me catch 
my breath. | figured that had to be Izzy. 


"You assholes almost gave us all a fuckin’ heartattack, let the man get his second wind, fuck!" 

‘Oh meow! We were just playin’, sweetheart, ya don't have to be so snippy about it” 

| could practically see Izzy's eyes rolling, though | wasn't actually seeing much of anything as | tried to blink 
off the blindness from the flashlight in my eyes. | was grateful Izzy was sticking up for me, it made my heart 


swell in a weird way. | knew he'd have done it even if we werent an item, but it was still nice. 


"Yeah, well, sorry sweethear?, but we were runnin’ some top secret operations and you shitheads pokin! your 


noses into it coulda blown our cover." 

"Yeah, we thought we were gonna be canned" Steven piped in 

| just looked up at Izzy, my breaths had started to even out again and my fingers were already working to 
grab myself a cigarette from the pack in my inner pocket. Izzy cast me a curious look before he grabbed his 
pack of matches to light me up. | muttered a thanks and didn't neglect to notice the way his fingers lingered 
toward my mouth. | blushed a little and pulled away, turning my attention to Kelly. 

"So what were you shits doin’ out here anyway?" | asked, causing Kelly to grin 

"We've been hunting some action. Rounding up whoever we see an’ tryna get them to come out to the show." 
| puffed away at my smoke and put on a thoughtful face. "What show?" 

"Cheap Trick's playin’ the other side of town. Me n' the boys were gonna go down and grab some beers." 

| looked to Izzy and then to Steve. Steven pulled a bit of a face, shrugging. 

| told my girl I'd be back tonight, | probably shouldn't leave her waiting.’ 

There came a chorus of disappointed groans as well as some mentions to just bring her along. Much to many's 
disappointment though, Steven was insistent. | assumed that he really was as tired as he'd insinuated earlier. | 


looked to Izzy, brow raised. He met my gaze with a bit of a grin 


"Duff r I'll take the tour." He said, looking to Kelly. He moved aside when | went to open the door and get out of 
the truck. "We'll just come with if Stevie doe'n't mind taking the truck back." 


Steven shrugged, "Not at all. You can pick it up at my place in the morning." 


| grinned, getting out of the driver's seat to let Stevie in We stood around and chatted a bit more about 
nothing in particular, getting properly introduced to everyone and having another couple cigarettes before 
Steve headed off, all of us giving him a salute before he left. With just Izzy and | remaining with Kelly's gang, 


we all crammed into the little black car. 


"You guys look like you need some pre-drink" Corky, who'd been introduced to me as another trying singer on 


the strip, insisted. He was already pulling two coolers from a case at his feet. "We got beer too, but y'all still 


gotta catch up. You're better to drink the hard shit first." 


"Thanks." | laughed, passing one of the bottles along to Izzy and getting comfortable as Kelly started driving off 


toward our destination. 


With the radio blasting, beer and whiskey being passed around the entire ride, and Kelly driving like a madman, 
we made it across town without injury. We'd even hotboxed the car and while | couldn't speak one-hundred 
percent for Izzy, | was pretty buzzed upon arrival. Piling out and group-staggering up to pay our way in, | 
almost worried we wouldn't be allowed, the attendants and bouncers all eyeing our obviously already intoxicated 
selves as though they were going to tell us to leave. We made it in no problem though, just moving along with 
the rest of the people that were headed in to see the show. 


Kelly and Corky split the bill on all our entrance fees and we made our way to a table near the dancefloor. The 
place was absolutely buzzing and it made my high feel all the nicer. | looked over for Izzy with a dopey grin and 
was met with a slow, wry smile. We made small talk and kept sneaking our own drinks while we waited for the 

band to set up, ordering a pitcher of beer to lower suspicions and keep the bartender off our backs-as far as 
all of us were concerned it was better to be seen as a pussy that couldn't handle a couple beer than it was to 


get caught drinking our own shit where we shouldn't have been 


The band started to play and we all jammed right along, tapping our fingers or our feet and singing along quite 
loudly. After a couple songs, the singer gave pause for a little speech. | wasn't really paying much attention to 
what he was saying, | was focused on the people screaming and dragging each other to the dancefloor. Kelly‘ 
even gone to try and pick up a chick he'd been eyeing since arrival and a couple of the other guys got dragged 
off by some ballsy girls. | looked over at Izzy, eyes heavy in the haze of being drunk and stoned and was 
surprised to see him standing. His cheeks were flushed and his lips were pulled back in a smile. He looked back 
at me and | nearly flinched. He looked so.. Different than usual. He looked happy and that happiness made him 


look nearly five years younger. 


"Come on..!" He urged, coming around and hauling me out of my chair. He looked up at me with that same grin 


plastered across his face. "Dance with mel" 


| laughed, | had to. | admired that he wasn't shy about possibly being seen together but the most surprising 
thing was how outgoing he was being. I'd never really realized how little Izzy smiled genuinely until he was 


grinning with reckless abandon while bouncing next to our table at the bar, belting out the words to some 


Cheap Trick song, singing at me with full hand movements and gestures. It was fucking contagious. 
Í waaaaaant you to want me.. 


Izzy's teeth bared as he looked at me through his hair, his hazel eyes catching the light oddly that they 


sparkled gold. | watched with a weird sort of awe. 

| neeeeed you to need me.. 

His pointed at me before bringing his hands back to gesture to himself. 
İd loooooove you fo love me.. 

| laughed again as | danced with him, our hands loosely gripped together. 
"What's gotten into you?" | asked when he briefly pulled me closer. 


His tongue ran across his teeth as he looked me over, "What, | can't have a good time with my boyfriend or 


something?" 
| shook my head, well aware my cheeks were stained with colours not from the booze or drugs l'd consumed 
earlier. It still made me giddy to think about that. Granted, it had only been a couple days, but it still got to 


me. A part of me still couldn't believe he was interested in me. 


| gasped a little as Izzy pulled me close again as the song slowed, his lips coming close to my ear as he stood 


on his toes to rest his chin on my shoulder. 


"You okay with coming back to my place after this?" He asked, hands on my hips as though he knew | was 
close to takeoff from how close he was to me. 


| was practically trembling as | nodded, a strained, "uh huh" passing my lips. 


The smile across his face was nearly blinding in how genuine it was. He pulled away as the song came back up 


to speed. 


"Then it's a date." 


